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Louie,  Sachmo 
Gabriel's  assistant  now, 

sweats,  grins,  plays  that  golden 

trumpet 


growls  and  rasps 


bebop^^bop^^bop  jazzzz 


low 


down 


a short,  black,  gracious 


world  ambassador  of 


swinging  those  Saints  down  to 

help  us  go 


Dr.  Jazz 


mVhin 


has  he  warmed  your 


cold  soul  yet 
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Hands  of  Clay 


Joe  Benigni  Intaglio  Print 


Available  Dust 


Peter  Sheesley 


Tallow  and  soot  rubbed  in  creases-- 
Dirt  stains  with  grease  spots-- 
Caked  mud  sporadically  allotted-- 
Broken,  clumped  spider  webs  falling  thin-- 
Rusted  metal  in  corrosion  heaps-- 
Decaying  wood,  small  and  big-- 
Mossy  planks  with  wet  undersides-- 
Reeking  of  putrid,  stale  erosion-- 
An  attic  of  boxes  unopened  for  years-- 
Creaking  floor  with  crooked  nails-- 
Broken  light  bulbs  and  shadowy  forms-- 
Hornet-nest  of  paper  remains-- 
Debris  collected  drably  into  layers-- 
Debris  like  sheets  on  tops  of  things-- 

Further,  through  the  process  of  dislocation, 
demotion,  demolition,  and  bland  relocation, 
the  objects  and  particles  mentioned 
separate,  segment,  lose  flavor,  and  forfeit 
color,  weight,  feel,  smell,  and  reverberation. 
They  drift  in  the  whims  of  galactic  black  air 
landing  meaninglessly  among  the  multitudes. 
Still,  together,  silent,  they  are  dust. 

Dust,  the  grime  of  ancient  rash,  yet  available, 

with  the  breath  of  God 

to  take  form, 

born  into  the  life  of  flesh. 
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Rebirth 


Melanie  Murphy 


Photograph 


Untitled 


Lindsay  Leonidas 

Sometimes  my  eyes  glaze  over  mid-conversation, 

And  my  voice  drifts  off 

Because  I've  stopped  listening  to  myself  too. 
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Her  Smile 


Gerald  Ryan 

He  turned  to  tell  her  something,  smiling,  but  all  he  saw  over  his  shoulders 
were  mosquitoes,  smiling,  glad  to  see  him,  thank  you  very  much.  He  just  couldn't 
get  out  of  the  habit  of  looking  for  her  smile. 

He  still  packed  too  much  when  camping.  Still  packing  for  two,  it  seemed. 
In  the  old  days,  he  used  to  camp  a lot  by  himself.  She  could  never  understand  his 
need  to  be  alone. 

"I'll  miss  you,  honey." 

"I'll  miss  you  too." 

"Why  do  you  have  to  go?" 

"Well,  you  can't  miss  someone  if  they  never  leave,  can  you?" 

She  smiled  and  he  smiled.  A standard  parting  that  had  become  ritual  over 
the  years.  Except  now  the  joke  was  bittersweet.  He  hadn't  understood  what  he'd 
been  saying.  He  never  missed  her  until  she  was  gone. 

He  missed  the  getting  ready  to  go  camping.  Or  the  trying  to  go.  Looking 
for  his  boots.  Where's  the  bug  spray? 

"Honey,  are  you  sure  you  won't  come  with  me  this  time?" 

"No,  you  don't  really  want  me  to  come." 

And  they  both  smiled  because  they  knew  it  was  true. 

He  missed  the  joy  of  returning.  The  hugging.  The  kissing.  The  glad- 
you're-back,  welcome-home  smile  he'd  learned  to  look  forward  to. 

He  missed  the  old  green  Pendelton  shirt  she  wore  after  she  did  start  to 
come  camping  with  him.  He  missed  bringing  her  coffee  in  the  morning  as  she  lay 
in  her  sleeping  bag.  He  missed  her  whistling  back  at  the  birds  in  the  trees.  He 
missed  her  falling  asleep  by  the  campfire  in  the  evenings.  He  missed  looking  over 
his  shoulder  to  tell  her  something  and  seeing  her  smile. 
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He  missed  her  smile. 


The  Kiss 


Tina  Misantoni 


Pen  and  Watercolor 


“A  Rose  is  a Rose...” 


Tania  Blanco  Monotype 
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Organic  Correspondence 

Karen  Peck 


I give  you  winding  word  ribbons  that  reach 
And  retreat 

Endlessly  wrapping  around  a fine  emotional 
Point 

Releasing  at  their  euphoric  ascent. 


High  Fluttering 

Winged  flights  of  fancy 

dance 

until 


vanity 


they 


fall 


In  despair--Doubt  weighs 


burning 


Heavily. 

You  birth 
Careful 
Potent  phrases 
That  deliver  the 
Goods 

With  swift  efficiency, 


Setting  off  fresh  blasts  of  proclaimed  insight  until 
Alone 

I beseech:  Are  you  a creation?  Imagination? 

Abstractions  reach  to  connect  two  minds. 

Embodied,  our  paths  slide  past; 

time's  missed  beat. 

Silent  voice  speaks  like  a dream  state- 
Your  soulful 

Retorts 
Eloquent  and 
Precision-sharp 
Come  back 
Slamming  me 
Awake. 

And  on  goes  the  connective,  cyclic  nature  of  wordplay  between 
The  butterfly  and  the  flower. 
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Voyage 


Donna  Pucciani 


Just  out  of  port  on  a warm  June  day, 

Passengers  hung  evening  gowns,  silk  ties,  with  care. 
Then  stood  on  the  deck  in  sensible  shoes 
To  watch  the  Statue  of  Liberty  wave  skyscrapers 
Out  of  view,  the  vast,  simple  gray  of  sky  and  sea 
Blotting  out  the  burdens  of  the  granite  shore. 


Lulled  by  wine  at  dinner. 

Crowded  by  gloved  waiters  serving  caviar,  they  roused  to 
The  captain's  staccato  British  over  the  loudspeaker 
Apologizing  for  the  low-pressure  system  ahead: 

"Hold  onto  the  brass  rails;  watch  your  footing." 

In  rhinestones  and  tuxedos,  sobered  after  coffee  and  brandy. 
Sated  diners  staggered  from  the  club  to  casino. 

Riding  elevators  to  the  midnight  buffet. 

Reveling,  uneasy,  among  ice  sculptures. 

Canapes  trembling  on  silver  trays. 

While  the  younger  set  lurched  in  the  karaoke  bar. 

And  the  alto  in  the  lounge  clung  to  the  piano. 

Singing  Gershwin. 
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In  small  staterooms, 

The  portholes  had  been  battered  shut 
Against  the  North  Atlantic's  elephantine  sway; 

A few  tired  voyagers  lay  awake  under  down  quilts 
Listening,  wide-eyed,  to  creaks,  groans. 

The  steady  rolling  darkness  of  gale  force  nine 
Turning  splashes  into  odd,  booming  noises. 

Not  like  midnight  thunders  back  home. 

Hugely  familiar  on  hot  summer  nights. 

But  the  deep,  slow  burbling  of  some  cosmic  kettledrum. 


The  nine-deck  city,  jeweled  and  festive. 

Bumped  like  a neon  Queen  all  night. 

Grinding  in  harlequin  seas. 

While  gentlemen  in  black  ties  and  silver-haired,  sequined 
ladies 

Sought  the  ship's  doctor  for  tablets. 

And  crystal  goblets  in  the  promenade  shops 
Chittered  like  a thousand  caged  nightingales. 


At  Wrigley  Field 


Ida  Hagman 


At 

Wrigley  Field 
the  left  field 
bleacher  bums 
bow  down 
in  mock 
obedience 
saluting 
Sammy 
Sosa's 
home 
runs 

gratefully 
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Pro-Tour  in  the  Park 


Frank  Van  Duerm 


Photograph 
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The  Recycler 


Kay  Murphy 


If  my  fourth  child  had  been  my  first,  he'd  be  an  only  child.  To  use  the 
politically-correct  term,  he's  "high  maintenance."  Even  more  high  main- 
tenance is  the  cache  of  junk  he  collects.  I have  raised  the  ultimate  CON- 
SUMER, a materialistic  man.  Maybe  it's  birth  order.  Number  One  Son 
is  not  possession-oriented.  Neither  is  Number  Three.  Number  Two  is  a 
daughter  and  that,  in  and  of  itself,  has  its  own  inherent  materialism. 

At  the  age  of  five.  Busy  (as  we  affectionately  call  him)  told  the 
clerk  in  the  grocery  store  as  he  was  paying  for  his  candy,  "I'm  not  pay- 
ing the  tax.  I don't  use  the  roads."  To  which  the  sixteen-year-old  gum- 
cracking clerk  responded,  "Okay." 

He's  cheap,  he's  frugal,  and  now  he's  learned  the  art  of  garbage- 
picking. We  live  in  a suburb  with  good  pickings.  Each  week  on  the 
night  before  garbage  pick-up,  he  dons  his  gloves  and  packs  a flashlight 
into  the  back  pocket  of  his  jeans.  "I'll  be  back  in  an  hour  or  so,"  is  fol- 
lowed by  a slamming  door.  In  the  morning.  I'll  squeeze  past  his  garaged 
treasures  in  an  attempt  to  get  into  my  car.  An  hour  later.  I'll  get  the 
usual  call  from  my  husband  telling  me  to  relay  the  message  to  "Biz." 

"Tell  him  to  rent  a garage  of  his  own." 

Now,  this  is  not  necessarily  a bad  thing.  The  kid  is  an  entrepre- 
neur. He  mows  lawns,  washes  cars,  house-sits,  and  walks  dogs.  At  four- 
teen, he  has  more  spending  money  than  I do.  And  I've  worked  all  my 
life. 


These  "recycling"  efforts  started  as  part  of  his  business  venture. 
He  got  to  know  some  of  the  neighbors  and  found  that,  although  they 
were  relatively  smart  business  people,  they  had  basically  no  street  smarts. 
One  of  his  first  "finds"  was  a Snapper  lawn  mower  that  had  been  thrown 
away  because  its  previous  owner  couldn't  get  it  started.  "Biz"  brought  it 
home,  drained  the  overfilled  oil,  refilled  it  with  the  correct  amount,  and 
it  ran  like  a top.  Actually,  I use  that  lawnmower  now  (the  boys  are  busy 
doing  other  people's  lawns). 


He's  acquired  an  edger,  a weed-whacker,  and  another  mower. 
Last  week,  when  I picked  him  up  from  the  swimming  pool,  I screeched 
to  a halt  as  he  screamed  from  the  back  seat:  "STOP!"  He'd  spied  a 
snow  blower  in  the  trash.  He  mumbled  something  about  it  being,  "In 
their  garage  sale  last  week  for  $75;  guess  it  didn't  sell."  He's  gotten 
picky.  He  made  sure  it  started  before  he  hauled  it  home. 

We  can't  get  in  his  room  any  more.  He  has  stereo  equipment 
from  kids  gone  off  to  college.  He  got  golf  clubs  from  the  neighbors 
across  the  street.  Everyone  knows  him.  Now  they  give  him  things 
before  they  even  make  it  to  the  trash. 

I'm  not  complaining.  When  he  goes  to  college.  I'll  give  the  stuff 
away  to  charity.  I can  use  the  tax  deduction. 


The  Circle 


Jeanette  Helmbrecht 

//■r , 

The  child  lives  her  life  as  what  it  is 
and  takes  her  living  from  the  hand  that  gives 
then  graciously  she  turns  her  hand  to  giving 
and  draws  the  perfect  circle  with  her  living. 


Secret  Alley 


Irene  Perez  Photograph 
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True  Suspense 


Sarah  Lensink 


At  the  doc's  office 
Waiting  for  the  news 

HIV?  ME? 

YES?  NO? 

FUCK! 

Suspense  is  so  unkind  to 
Me 

Grind  teeth 
Beat  forehead 
Contemplate  the  benefits 
Of  being  dead 
I hate  intensity 
But  stifle 
All 

Simplicity 
NO?  YES? 

ME?  HIV? 

FUCK! 

I'm  at  the  doc's  office  waiting  for  the  news. 
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Daydreams 


Nicole  Case  Photograph 
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What  Is  My  Worth? 


Melanie  Murphy 


What  is  my  worth  as  a woman  if  I choose  not  to  conform  to 
the  standards  society  has  set  for  me? 

What  is  my  worth  as  a woman  if  I choose  not  to  bear 

children? 

What  is  my  worth  as  a female  if  I choose  not  to  marry  a 

male? 

What  is  my  worth  as  a wife  if  I choose  not  to  have  sex  just 

to  keep  my  husband  happy? 

What  is  my  worth  as  a mother  if  I choose  not  to  stay  home 

with  my  children  full-time? 

What  is  my  worth  as  a lady  if  I choose  not  to  starve  myself 

thin? 

What  is  my  worth  as  a homemaker  if  I choose  not  to  be 
defined  by  the  cleanliness  of  my  home? 

Who  am  I? 

I am  a woman  of  infinite  worth. 
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Lars  Johnson 


24 


Riverfront 


St  Brigit's  Day 


Lany  Turner 


Dead  tree,  dead  bush,  field  in  shroud  of  snowy  winter. 
In  a cloudy  doubt  I dread  to  see 
the  worst  becoming  worse. 

Is  it  my  sole  reward  for  surviving  January 
to  be  thrust  into  February?  I 
do  not  live  by  farmer's  calendar, 
do  not  watch  pregnant  ewes  coming  into  milk, 
do  not  observe  days  beginning  to  lengthen. 

No,  in  spite  of  memories  from  past  years 

and  prayers  to  you,  goddess  or  saint, 

it  is  an  act  of  faith  despite  winter's  shadow  to 

still  believe  the  green  of  coming  spring, 

still  celebrate  tree  in  bud,  bush  in  blossom, 

still  see  myself  dancing 

in  fields  of  flowers  under  returning  sun. 


A Touch 

Ellen  Meyer 


A whirling  torment  of  a storm 
A raging  waterfall  during  a riotous  night 
Wind  crashing  into  a diamond  wall 
A roaring  inferno  bracing  on  melted  gold 
Gliding  fast  and  furious 
A cataclysmic  explosion  from  deep  within 
And  spreading,  thoroughly 
Devastation 
Everywhere 


Untitled 


Sheila  Barabad  Photograph 
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Being  Aware 


Kenneth  Le  Clair 


Morning  rays  glisten 
In  drops  of  dew. 

Tranquility  when  I listen 
To  the  colors  coming  through. 

Prism  of  light,  breaks 
The  darkness  of  night. 
Reflection  of  peace  and 
All  that  is  right. 

Inhale  creation, 

Become  alive  within. 

Reaching  elation 
While  tasting  the  wind. 

Seeing  the  songs 
Float  along  the  breeze. 
Flowing  from  the  creatures 
Gliding  with  ease. 

Up,  Up,  and  away 
My  spirit  fills  the  day. 

Bathing  in  the  bliss 
From  abiding  to  the  way. 

Preserving  each  moment 
With  tenderness,  care. 
Knowing  thy  beauty  is 
In  being  aware. 
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Crooked  Spire 
Chesterfield  Parish  Church 
England 


Donna  Piicciani 


/(■r  ■ 


Lucifer,  flying  low  over  Vespers, 

Sniffed  sweet  holy  incense. 

Angrily  sneezed. 

Twisted  the  spire. 

Some  say  unseasoned  beams. 

Too  young  to  take  the  pressure. 

Buckled  in  August  heat;  perhaps 
A sudden  slump  of  snow-shawled  timbers 
One  medieval  midnight,  or 

A gradual  groaning  some  leaf-strewn  October  eve. 
Waking  the  honest  from  their  slumbers 
To  peer  from  breath-fogged  windows  in  their  nightdresses. 

Candles  in  hand. 

Listening  for  the  agony. 

The  steeple  leaned  over  the  marketplace. 
Staggered  armless. 

Reeled  eyeless. 

Lurched  into  history. 

Listing  like  a lost  ship. 

Broken  masted,  time-salted. 

Tilting,  taking  on  water. 

Precarious  in  a sea  of  cloud. 


Still,  it  stays 

Suspended,  ungainly,  homely 
Propped  against  a changing  sky 
For  village  motorists  hunched  in  traffic. 

Eternally  lopsided. 

Dignity  its  only  buttress 
Its  mystery  not  cowardice, 
its  crown. 

The  courage  to  remain. 
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Pete’s  Bar  - B - Q 


Frank  Jackowiak 


Photograph 
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Goodbye? 


Gerald  Ryan 


Am  I the  pile  of  tired  tapes, 

Scratchy  records  and  stale  books 

That  are  three  for  a buck  in  the  yard  sale? 

Am  I a tear  when  you  hear  someone  sing  our  old  song? 

Am  I the  paintings  and  poems 

In  the  brown  cardboard  cartons 

Your  new  old  man  just  wants  to  throw  out? 

Am  I a stifled  laugh  at  a joke  that  I once  told? 

Am  I the  worn  shirts  and  shoes 
Stacked  up  high  near  the  front  door 
In  paper  bags  for  Goodwill  to  pick  up? 

Am  I a necklace  and  ring  in  the  back  of  a drawer? 

Am  I the  catch  in  your  voice 

When  you  chance  upon  a friend 

And  explain  how  you  just  stopped  loving  me? 

Or  am  I just  a worn-out  habit  you  gave  up  on? 
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Summer  of  1973 


Caroline  Muller 


You  could  hear  them  coming 
before  they  arrived. 

Burrowing  underground 

like  brigades  or  bunions 
they  battled  their  bodies 
into  17-year  bliss, 
and  one  summer  we  found  them, 

the  locusts,  invading  our  home, 
our  driveway,  our  sanity. 

My  brother  dissected  them  alive. 

We  watched  them  float  on  the  pool, 
ooze  and  burn  on  the  grill,  crack 

like  popcorn,  then  spin  and  hiss. 

I walked  home  from  the  pool 
all  the  way  on  my  heels 
to  avoid  stepping  and  crunching 
their  dark  shadows. 

We  would  eat  bowls  of 

butter  pecan  in  our  basement, 
watching  the  Brady  Bunch, 

and  a cicada  would  crawl 
next  to  US-beady  little  eyes- 

it  slipped  through  our  damp  stone  walls 

It  was  part  of  life  we  would 
easily  want  to  forget- 
like  45  records,  8-track  cassettes, 
long  hair  and  wavy  shirts. 


The  Kite 


Kenneth  Le  Clair 


Solitude 

Dancing  on  Nature's  breath 

Silhouette 

Of 

The 

Heavens 

Entity 

On  its  own  but  attached 

Umbilical  line 

Held 

By 

The 

Maker 

Of 

Its 

Existence 


33 


Word  Nocturne 


Ruth  Goring 


Tonight  I return  to  words 
eager  for  their  succulence, 
for  their  sting,  the  unwinding 
of  long  vines  from  columns 
of  thought.  From  days  of  page 
silence 

I emerge  impatient,  uncovering 
my  skin  to  silken  showers 
of  language,  the  shoving  of  anxious 
words,  collapsing  in  rockslides. 
Slowing  to  diffuse  pine-pungent 
& slip  through  windows,  following 
the  twist  of  roots  into  pain, 
its  holes  & cutting  edges,  loss 
made  vivid  by  robust  memory, 
the  particular  bend  of  a finger 
or  a voice.  The  hope  of  words 
carrying  cinnamon  & guitars 
& so  much  sand,  eyes  that  rested 
& rested  in  each  other, 
perspiration  under  a shirt,  rivers 
rising  to  dislodge  old  logs 
the  way  a promise  dislodges  fear, 
the  muscled  movement  of  tongue, 
jaws  & lips  to  change 
a life.  Or  pen  moving  across  paper 
marking  coils,  loops  & dangling 
hooks:  here  hangs  my  laundry, 
my  bedraggled  cotton, 
my  love,  my  seeking, 
my  body,  my  sea. 
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Free  Fall 


Helen  Luther 


Free  Falling  . . . 

Into  the  arms  of  God. 

White-knuckled,  half-blind  faith 
Drives  me  crying 
Into  the  dark  abyss. 

Weighed  down  beneath  the  heavy  load  of 
Knowing, 

I stand  mute,  in  stillness. 

Watching  and  waiting 
For  the  consummation 
Of  my  fears. 

One  by  one 

They  disappear,  devoured 
By  the  Light. 

Shutting  my  eyes, 

I let  go  of  the  ugly  Now, 

Trade-in  for  a faceless  future. 

In  return,  I am  filled  with 
White-Light  Peace 
And  the  immeasurable  Gift 
Of  weightless  sanctity 
And  invisible  wounds. 


Passion  And  Repose 


Helen  Luther 


I lie  beside  you  as  petrified  stone. 

I dare  not  move 
Lest  the  movement  of  flesh 
Be  construed  as  caring. 

So  I am  stone. 

Swallowed 

Embedded,  lodged  within  the  soft  cotton  sheets. 
Their  coolness  is  my  comfort. 

I pray  for  morning  to  come. 


Azalea 

Jeanette  Helmbrecht 


She  springs  to  life,  a dazzling  display, 
this  temptress  in  her  myriad  pastels 
who  coyly  hugs  the  pillared  mansion, 
shuns  the  blush  of  cherry  blossoms 
vying  for  the  stage. 

She  peaks  in  vibrant  bursts  to  steal 
the  view,  embraces  parks  and  roadways 
with  intoxicating  hues  until  it  seems 
our  senses  can't  endure  her  lush  array, 
nor  can  we  turn  our  lusting  eyes  away. 

This  Jezebel  delights  the  birthing  spring 
then  dissipates  to  sketch  another  fling. 
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Manitowau  Eagle  Dancer 


Ryan  Guide 


Watercolor 
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Mary 


Jean  Drury 


Dry  Point  Monoprint 
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The  Temptations  of  St  Anthony 


Tom  Tipton 


Clasped  by  an  incalculable  light 
He  fretters  away  the  hours  of  temptation 
Pulled  through  beams  of  enfleshment 
To  the  ephemeral  equinox  of  spirit. 

Blasted  back  to  earth  by  an  itch, 

The  spiraling  center  of  meditation 
Moves  an  inch  and  collapses  about  him, 

Unravels  a slither  of  thread. 

Prayer  devolves  into  visions  of  breasts. 

Sweat  droplets  tracing  the  curves  of  an  exhausted  lover. 

Hunger  fills  itself  with  phantom  food. 

Banquets  of  meat,  debauchery  of  wine. 

Full!  Full!  Full! 

His  fantastic  body  sated,  he  dreams  of  dreams  of  sleep 
And  within  that  sleep  he  dreams  again  of  breasts  and  food. 

Struggling  to  the  surface  of  the  instant 
"No"  screams  out  from  some  unknown  reserve 
To  wither  and  sag  the  beauty  before  his  eyes 
And  worm  the  fetid  banquet. 

The  comfort  of  deprivation  and  numbing  meditation 
Returns  as  he  marvels  anew  the  need  for  a merciful  God: 

All  this  for  the  eggshell  sin  of  a slipped  moment  of  inattention. 
A humidity  of  silence  and  darkness  hangs  about  him. 

Tearfully,  he  begins  again  from  the  beginning 

Searching  for  the  single  golden  thread  connecting  him  to  God, 

To  grasp  it  in  prayer,  to  pull  himself  up  and  out  of  his  body, 

A blessed  suicide  of  flesh  birthing  the  spirit. 


Moral’s  Daughter 


Peter  Sheesley  Photograph  of  Oil  Painting 
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It  Matters 


He  was  loud 

Bob  Hubbell 

He  was  bawdy 

He  was  bellicose 

He  was  dying 


chiding  the  nurses 
fooling  with  his  privates, 
making  them  laugh 
easing  their  work 
erasing  signs  of  pity. 

He  demanded  food 

not  on  his  diet 

Refused  the  Padre's  wafer 
not  on  his  diet 

He  told  tall  tales 
about  his  many  tattoos 
about  being  a paratrooper 
about  enlisting  at  fourteen 
all  questionable  factually 
no  one  daring  to  question. 
Needed  by  others 

He  couldn't  die  now. 

Wife  with  bent  bone  pain 
inherited  granddaughter. 
They  needed  his  money 
They  needed  his  humor 
They  needed  his  spirit 

asked  for  some  wine 

not  on  his  diet. 

He  could  "Not  go  gently." 


The  Claw 


Rebecca  Bonk 


Photograph 
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On  Bernard  of  Clairvaux 


Tom  Tipton 


His  head  ever  in  Christ's  lap, 

He  marvels  at  the  generosity  of  his  lover. 
He,  not  Christ,  is  the  beloved. 

His  lover,  ever  with  soothing  words. 
Strokes  his  hair. 

Speaks  softly  and  intimately. 

They  are  one: 

Christ  the  bridegroom. 

And  Bernard's  soul  the  bride. 

Blessed  love  songs  jiggle  through  the  flesh 
And  move  Bernard's  mouth. 

He  sings  Christ  like  a deep  breath. 

He  wears  Christ  like  a skin. 

He  sleeps  Christ, 

Eats  Christ. 

He  is  enveloped  in  a fleshy  world  of  Christ. 
Christ  is  the  expanse  of  the  night  sky. 
Christ  is  the  arc  of  the  horizon, 

Christ  is  the  air  he  breathes. 

Christ  is  each  grain  of  sand  on  every  shore, 
Christ  is  each  dewdrop  on  every  rose, 
Christ  is  each  louse  on  every  beast. 

And  for  all  this. 

Who  would  turn  from  his  lover 
To  the  less  jealous  company 
Of  his  brethren? 


A Mother's  Love 


Maryan  Kruppe 


She  leaned  against  a bitter  wind 
Cold  snow  about  her  lay. 
And,  at  her  feet  an  angel  child 

Had  just  knelt  down  to  pray. 
He  looked  to  her  for  comfort 

To  keep  him  free  from  sin 
To  guide  him  on  the  road  of  life 
To  where  true  life  begins. 
And,  she,  despite  the  bitter  cold. 

Put  forth  her  loving  arms 
To  warm  him  with  her  blessed  love 
And  shelter  him  from  harm. 
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Poem  1 


Megan  C.  Kelly 


innocent  eyes 

Pquestionyourmotives? 

darkness  lurks 


beneath 

thepurewhiteorbs  with 

hand  grenades  waiting  behind  lukewarm  pools  defining  your  face  as  they 

tick  away  just  waiting  for  a green  light  to 

EXPLODE 

into  tinypi  e c e s 

glitter  in  the  eye 
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A Pebble 


William  Marr 

Fire-burned  water-soaked 
rain-beaten  wind-swiped 
this  little  shiny  pebble 
lies  on  a sunlit  road 
and  quietly  awaits 
a playful  little  foot 
to  kick  it 
onward. 


this  is  goodbye. 

Stephen  Kane 

farewell  to  this  distance, 
speaking  in  sounds  and  textures, 
voices  of  blue  and  green  hues, 
breathe  in  the  carbon-monoxide, 
sweet  and  giving  to  this  quiet  sedation, 
breathe  in  romance, 
poisonous,  unforgiving, 
and  acidic  to  the  touch. 
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Untitled 


Joshua  Arends 


Photograph 
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This  page  is  now  avail- 
able for  advertising. 
Please  contact  The 
Prairie  Light  Review 

Office.  (630)942-2733 

or 

(630)942-3412 
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